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T* HEY now conſpyre with cruell hart and fell, 
With ane conſent, together in ane band, 
Whilke neuer before could grie amang them fell, 
Stryvand for ſtate and heicht in euery land, 
Bot contrair thee, togidder ſtiffe they ſtand, 


And faſt like burres they cleife baith ane and all, 


To hold, O God, thy word and us in thrall, 


Ze Edomites idoll with three-fall croune, 
The crop and rute of pride and tyrannie, 
Ze Iſmalites with ſcarlat hat and gowne, 
Your bludie boiſt na fyth can ſatisſie, 
Ze Moabites with hornes twa full hie, 
Outward lyke ſheips yee beir the beiſtes marke, 
Inward like tykes ye byte, but cannot barke, 
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GUD E AND GODLY 
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of & HEY now conſpyre with cruell hart and fell, M L 
With ane conſent, together in ane band, 
Whilke neuer before could grie amang them ſell, 
Stryvand for ſtate and heicht in euery land, 

Bot contrair thee, togidder ſtiffe they ſtand, + 
And faſt like burres they cleife baith ane and all, 
To hold, O God, thy word and us in thrall, 
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Ze Edomites idoll with three-fall croune, 
The crop and rute of pride and tyrannie, | 
Ze Iſmalites with ſcarlat hat and gowne, 
Your bludie boiſt na fyth can ſatisfie, 
Ze Moabites with hornes twa full hie, 
Outward lyke ſheips yee beir the beiſtes marke, 1 
Inward like tykes ye byte, but cannot barke, 
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Of Agarens what toung can tell the tryne, 
With hurklit hude ouer a weill nouriſht necke, 
Jabell and Amon, als fat as any ſwine. 

Quhilke can not doe, bot drink, ſing, jouk and bek, 
The Amelikis, that leiſſings weill can cleke. 


| Fo = The Paleſtenis with dum Doctours of Tyre, 
EC, Whilke dar not diſput, but cryes, © Fyre, Fyre.“ 
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TELL me now and in what wiſe, 
How that I ſuld my lufe forga. 
Baith day and night ane thouſand ſiſe, 
Their tyrannis waikens me with wa. 


At midnight mirke they will us take, 
And into priſon will us fling, 
There mon we ly quhile we forſake, 
The name of God quhilk is our King. 


'Then faggots man we burne or beir, 
Or to the deid they will us bring: 


It does them gude to do us deir, 


And to confuſion us down thring. 


Alace zour grace hes done greit wrang, 
To ſuffer tyrannis in ſic ſort, 


Daylie zour lieges till ouergang, 


That does but Chriſts word report. 
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Chriſt, ſen zour Grace wald cry ane cry, 
Out throw the realme of all Scotland, 
The man that wald live faithfully, 

Ze wald him ſuffer in the land. 


Then ſuld we outher do or die, 
Or els our life we ſuld lay for it. 
And euer to liue in charity, 


Be Chriſt Jeſu quhilk is our Lord. 


Pluck up zour herts and make zow bowne, 
For Chriſt's word ſee ye ſtand for it, 
Their crueltie it ſall come downe 
Be Chriſt Jeſus quhilk is our Lord. 


Thow King of Glory grant us thy bliſſe, 
Send us ſupport and comforting, 
Agains our fais that biſie is, 
Thy ſheipe to ſtroy baith auld and zoung. 


In houre of deid grant us thy ſtrength, 
Glaidly to thoill their crueltie, 
And that we may with thee at length, 
Receive thy joy eternallie. 
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O CHRIST quhilk art the light of day, 
The clude of night thou drives away, 
The beam of glore beleuit right, 

Shawand till us thy perfite light. 


This is na night as naturall, 
Nor zit na clude materiall, 
That thow expels, as I heir ſay, 
O Chriſt quhilk art the light of day. 


This night I call Idolatrie, 
The clude ouerſpred, Hipocriſie, 
Send from the Prince of all unright, 


O Chriſt, for till obſcure thy light. 


Quhilk twa hes had dominion 
Lang ledand to deſtruction, 
The maiſt part of this warld aſtray, 
Fra Chriſt quhilk is the light of day. 


Turnand till Goddis infinite, 
Puttand their hope and their delyte, 
In markis inuented with the ſlight 
Of Sathan, contrair to thy light. 


Sum makis Goddis of ſticks and ſtane, 
Sum makis Goddis of Saints bane, 
Quhilk were they liuand heir wald ſay, 
Idolatrie do way, do way. 
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To us giue nouther land nor glore, 

O fulis gif ze ſpeir quhairfoir : 

We had na thing throw' our awin might, 
Bot all we had throw Chriſt our light, 


To that, exempill ſall be Paull, 
At Liſtra quha refuſit all 
Maner of gloir, and thus did ſay, 
Giue gloir to Chriſt, the light of day, 


Giue nane to us, we are but men, 
Mortall as ze, zour ſelſis may ken; 
O fulis, quhairfoir take ze flight 
Rinnand fra Chriſt the perfite light. 


Sum makis Goddis of Friers caip, 
Thay monſtours mot in gallous gaip. 
For they haue led us lang aſtray, * 
Fra Chriſt, quhilk is the light of day. 


Sum mumlit aueis, ſum raknit creids, 
Sum makis Goddis of their beidis, 
Quhilk wot not what they ſing nor ſay, 
Alas this is an wrangous way. 


IV. 90 


WITH hunts up, with huntis up, 
It is now perfite day: 
Jeſus our King is gane in hunting, 
Quha likes to ſpeed they may. 
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| Ane curſit fox lay hid in rox 
This lang and mony ane day, 
| Deuouring ſheep, whilk he might creep, 
| | Nane might him ſhape away. 


It did him gude to laip the blude 
Of zoung and tender lammis : 
Nane could him mis, for all was his, 
The zoung anis with their dammes. 


The hunter is Chriſt, that hunts in haiſt, 
The hunds are Peter and Paul: 
The Paip is the fox, Rome is the rox, 
That rubbis us on the gall. 


That cruell beiſt he neuer ceiſt 
Be his uſurpit power, 
Under diſpence to get our pence, 
Our ſaullis to devoure. 


Quha could deviſe fic merchandiſe, 
As he had there to ſell, 
Unles it were proud Lucifer, 
The great maſter of hell. 


He had to ſell the Tantonie bell, 
And pardons therein was, 
Remiſhon of ſins in auld ſheep skinnis 
Our ſauls to bring from grace. 
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With buls of leid, white wax and reid, 
And uther whiles with greene, 

dCloſit in ane box, this uſit the fox, 

Sic peltrie was neuer ſeene. 


With diſpenſations and obligations, 
According to his law : 
He wald diſpence for money from hence, 
With them he neuer ſaw. 


To curs and ban the ſempill poore man, 
That had noght to flee the paine: 
Bot when he had payd all to ane myte, 
He mon be abſolucd then. 


To ſum, God wot, he gaue tot quot, 
And uther ſum plurality, 
Bot firſt with pence he mon diſpence, 
Or els it will noght be. 


Kings to mary, and ſum to tarie, 
Sic is his power and might, 
Wha that hes gold, with him will be bold, 
Thoght it be contrair to all right. 


O bliſſit Peter, the fox is ane lier, 
Thou knawis weill it is noght a, 
Quhill at the laſt, he ſal be downe caſt, 


His peltrie pardons and a“. 
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19 V. 9 ( 

1 BANEIST is faith now every quhair, 
13 And fair forthinkes me, 

'L Baneiſt is faith now every quhair, 

Be the ſhauin fort I zow declair, 

Alace therefore my hert is fair, 

And blyth I can noght be. 
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Quhair we were wont to be right glaid, 1 
Furth of captivity. E: 
Where we were wont to go right glaid, 
Now haue they us with chargis overlaid, 
Whilk bene ſa damnabill and fa fad, 
That blyth we can noght be. 


— 


They keep the key from us alace, 
Whereby enter ſuld we. | 
They keep the key from ns alace, | 
And puts us downe all merciles, 
We are ouerthrawin in euery place, 
That blyth we can noght be. 


Riſe up, I pray thee now ſweet Lord, 
And from their crueltie, | 
Riſe up, I pray thee now ſweet Lord, 
Defend us according to thy word, 

Or we fall periſh be fire and fword, 
That ſhawes the verity. 


19 1 

VI. 8 
MUSING greitly in my minde, 
The cruell kirkmen in their kind, 


Quhilk bene indurit and ſa blind, 
And trowes neuer to come downe, 


|| 


Thought thow bee Paip or Cardinall, 
So high in thy pontificall, 
Reſiſt thow God that creat all, 
Then downe thou fall, &c. 


Though thou bee Archbiſhop or Deane, 
Chantour, Chanclair, or Chaplane, 
Reſiſt thow God, thy glore is gane, 
And downe thou fall, &c. 


Though thow flow in philoſophy, 
Or graduate be in theologie, 
Yet and thow ſyll the veritie, 
Then downe thou fall, &c. 


Though thou bee of religioun, 
The ſtraiteſt in all regioun, 
Let and thou glaike or gagoiun 
The trueth, thou fall come downe. 


Where is Chore and Abiron? 
Jamnes, Jambres and Dathan become, 
To reſiſt God, whilke made them boune, 
Are they nought all cummit downe, 
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And where is Balaam's falſe counſell? 
Where is the prophets of Jefabell, 
And Belis preiſtes be Daniell 
Downe they were all, &c. 


And mony ma I culd you ſhaw, 
Whilke of their God wald ſtand na aw 


Bot him reſiſtit and his law, 
And down, &c. 


Their is na kingdome nor Emperour, 
Erle nor Duke of greit valur, 
Fra time zee knaw their falſe errour, 
But he fall plucke them downe, &c. 


Ophni and Phenis gat no grace, 
Hely brak his necke, alace, 
And his offspring put from their place, 
King Salomon put them downe, &c. 


And King Achab and Helyas, 
The falſe prophets deſtroyed hes, 
And als the nobill Joſias, 


Put all theſe falſe prophets downe, &c. 


Is there na ma? why ſaid I all? 
Yet many thouſand fall haue ane fall, 
Whilke halds Chriſten men in thrall, 


Princes ſall put them downe, &c. 
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Wald they na mair impung the trueth, 
Syne in their office bee not {lueth, 
Then Chriſt on them ſuld haue ſic rueth, 


That they ſuld nought cum downe. 


I pray to God that they and wee, 
Obey his word in unitie, 


Throw faith workand by cheritie, 


And let us neuer come downe, &c. 


VII. | 93 


THE BISHOP of Hely brake his necke, 
Diſheriſt of his benefice: 
Cauſe hee the prieſtes wald not correct, 
Corruptand Gods ſacrifice, 
Sen our Hely in his office, 
Is like in preuaricatioun, 
Hee fall receiue ſic like juſtice, 
Make hee not reformatioun. 


The Leuites at their owne hands, 

They reft their teind and mekill mair, 

Expreſle againſt Gods command, 

Their huredome haited hee right ſair, 

Therefore God ſend them fic cruell weir, 

They tint the field, the kirke was tane, 

Hely fell downe throw ſudden feir, | 

And brake his necke and coller bane. | 
B 2 | 
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Ophni and Phenis, your conſcience remord, 
Amend your life, or in the field, 
Yee fall bee ſlaine, and yee my Lord, 1 
Whilke hes the wyt that they are koild | 
Helles judgement fall bee your beild 
And als your mortall enemies, 
Sall bruke withoutten ſpeir or ſheild, A 
Your office euen before your eyes. 1 


L- a. Lins. lh... 


For your abuſe may bee ane brother, 
To Pharis als like in ſimilitude, 
As euer an egge was like ane other, 
Of God's word baith deſtitude, 
And greit God in ſanctitude, 
Quhais power hes nought tane an end, 
Sall ſend with that ſame fortitude, 
Siclike on you, except yee mend. 


All the examples of the law, 
Are written with greit diligence, 
| For ourſelues that wee ſtand aw, 
; Of God's hie magnificence, 
| Of this we haue experience. - 
| Of divers natiouns round about 
For Ingles prelates, Dutch and Dence, 
For their abuſe are rutted out. 


* 
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Reforme in time leaue your tyrannie, 
Firſt mend your life, ſyne learne to preich, 
Thocht vagant freirs faine wald lie, 


&-. The trueth will furth and will not leich, 


For euerie man does other teich, 
And counts nought your crueltie, 
Except yee mend, I will not fleich 
Yee fall end all miſcheuouſlie. 


VIII 94 


I AM wae for thir wolfes ſo wylde, 
Whilke neuer will conuert 
Their falſe indured heart, f 
Sa lang the warld they haue begyld, 
And baneiſt us from Jelus Chriſt. 


Greit cauſe they haue for till repent, 
Yet will they:nought doe ſo, 
Nowther for weill nor woe, 
Their blynded minde can nought conſent, 
That wee are only ſaued by Chriſt. 

* 

Their ſubtill lightes now are ſpyed, 
Be Chriſt the veritie. 
Their falſe hypocriſie, 
Throw all the warld is now out cryit, 
Where with they baneiſt us from Chriſt, 


| 
| 


| 
i 
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They burnt and heryit Chriſten men, 
And flemit them full fair, 
They ſaid, they did but erre, 
That ſpake of the commandements ten, 
Or red the word of Jeſus Chriſt. 


Heretikes they did us call, 
Curſand us night and day, 
The trueth durſt no man ſay, 
Trew preachers were forbidden all, 
To ſhaw the word of Jeſus Chriſt. 


They baneiſt them in uncouth lands, 
Full many hunder myle : 
Where they in their exile, 
Learned better till underſtand, 
The trew word of Jeſus Chriſt. 


Nobill lords of greit renowne, 
That favours aye the trueth : 
On your ſaulles haue rueth, 
And put the Antichriſtes downe, 
Whilke wald ſuppreſſe the word of Chriſt. 


Under collour of common weill, 
Their cloiſeit ſubtilty, 
And with greit crueltie, 
Efter they thinke to ſlay and keill, 
All that confeſſe the word of Chriſt. 
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For ſa they thinke to bleir your eye, 
And ſyne at zow to hunt, 

And doe as they were wont, 

And will exerce their tyrannie, 

On zow, and all that loues Chriſt. 


Scotland was neuer in harder cace, 
Sen Fergus firſt it wan, 
The Prieſtes wee may ſair ban, 
Whilke hes the wyte that brake the peace, 
For to put downe the word of Chriſt. 


Ane hundreth thouſand they wald ſee, 
Zookit intill ane field, 
Under their ſpeir and ſheild, 
Bot with the wyves they wald bee 
At hame to ſmore the word of Chriſt. 


Defend na mair thir wolfes wylde, 
So full of cruelneſle, 


Their clokit halineſſe, 


Baith men an wyfes ſa lang hes ſyld, 
And are the verie Antichriſtes. 


IX. 98 


AL ACE unkindly Chriſt we haue exylid, 
And of their fude his flocke wee haue begyled 


— — — — . 


1 
With vanities wee haue them lang deluded, 
And in falſe beliefe hes them included, 


And euer this was the blaiting of our queir, 
Fathers of haly kirke this xvj, hunder zeir, | 


The water of life wee gaue them neuer todrinke F 
But ſtinkand poulles of euery rotten ſinke, 
For haly ſcripture allutterly wee haue mocked, 
And with traditions of men wee hauethemzocked, 
And euer this was the blaiting of our queir, 

Fathers of haly kirke this xvj. hunder zeir. 


Man before God ſo long wee haue preferred, 
Whill wee ſee now almoſt that all is marrit, 
And God himſelfe is greiued and diſpleaſed, 
And wee thereby are bot a little eaſed, 
Althocht it bee the blaiting of our queir, 

Fathers of haly, &c. 


Our blind defires fen wee may nocht fulfill, 
Welcome gude Lord full fair againſt our will, 
Yet nocht the leſſe wee fall doe as wee may, 
And after this, luke for ane better day. 

And yet fall bee. the blaiting of our quier, 
Fathers of haly, &c. 


Wee know as did King Saull our fatall fall, 
Yet whill wee die, Dauid perſew wee fall, 
Suppoſe wee ſuld wrake our ſelfe and tyne 
The field, and all our kin bee hangit ſyne, 
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Yet fall it bee, the blaiting of our quier, 
Fathers of haly, &c. 


Let Moyſes preich to Pharao as hee likes, 
Yet fall the people bee tormented like tykes, 
And neuer fall depart from Egypt, giff wee may, 
Wee fall bee cruelleſt on the hinmeſt day, 
When wee are drownit, wee fall blait on our beit, 

Fathers of haly, &c. 


O cankered cariouns, and yee rotten ſtakes, 
O ſtangand edders, and O yee poyſound ſnakes, 
Sen yee will nocht change your indured will, 
Knawand your fault yet will continue ſtill, 

Sing on guk, guk, the blaiting of your queir, 
Falſe fathers.of the haly kirk the xvj. hunder yeere, 


X. 90 
OF the falſe fire of purgatorie, 
Is nocht left in ane ſponke: 


Therefore ſayes Gedoe, Woes mee, 
Gone is Prieſt, Frier, and Monke. 


The reik ſa wonder deir they ſalde, 


For money, gold and landes, 
Whill halfe the riches on the molde, 
Is ſeaſit in their handes. 
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They knew nothing but couetice, 
And love of paramours, 
And let the ſaules burne and bis, 
Of all their foundatours. 


At corps preſence they would ſing, 
For riches to ſlocken the fire: 
But all pure folk that had na thing, 
Was {kaldit bane and lyre. 


Vet ſat they high in Parlement, 
Like Lordes of hie renowne, 
Whill now that the New Teſtament, 
Hes it and them brought downe, 


And thought they ſnuffe at it, and blaw 
Ay whill their bellies ryue: | 

The mair they blaw, full well they knaw, 
The mair it does miſthryue. 


XI. 97. 


N 
WAY is the hirdis of Iſraell, 

That feids noght Chriſts flock, _ 

But dantily they feid them ſelf, 

Syne does the pepill mock. 
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The ſilly ſneep was all forlorne, 


And was the wolfis prey, 
The hirdis teindit all the corne, 
The ſheep culd get na ſtray. 


They gadderit up baith wooll and milk, 


And tuke na mair cure, 


Bot cled them with the coſtly filk, 
And ſiclyke cled their hure. 


Therefore ſayis God, I will require, 


My ſheep furth of their hands : 
And give them hyrds at my deſire, 


To teich them my commands. 


And they fall nouther feid them ſelfe, 
Nor zit hunger my ſheep: 
I fall thcm from my kirk expell, 
And gif them ſwyne to keip. 


XII. SLY 


GOD ſend euery Prieſt ane wife, 
And euery Nunne a man, 


That they may live that haly life, 


As firſt the kirk began. 
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Sanct Peter, quhom nane can reprufe, 
His life in mariage led, 
All gude Preiſts quhom God did lufe, 
Their maryit wyfes had. 


Greit cauſis then I grant had they, 
Fra wyfes to refraine : 
Bot greiter cauſes haue they may, 
Now wyfis to wed againe. | 


For then ſuld noght ſa many hure, 
Be up and downe this land: 
Nor zit ſa many beggers pure, 
In kirk and mercat ſtand, 


vil And not ſa meikill baſtard ſeid 

1 Throw out this cuntrie ſawin. 
Nor gude men uncouth fry ſuld feed, 
And all the ſuith were knawin. 


Sen Chriſts law and common law, 
And Doctours will admit, 
That Prieſts in that zock ſuld draw, 
Quha dar ſay contrair it. 
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XIII. 99 


THE wind blawis cald, furious and bald 
This lang and mony day: 
But Chriſt's mercy wee mon all die, 
Or keep the cald wind away. 


This wind ſa keine, that I of meine, 
It is the vyce of auld, 
Our faith is incluſit, and plainly abuſit, 
This wind hes blawin too cald. 


This wind has blawin lang, the pepill@mang 


And blinded hes their wit, 


The ignorant pepill, ſa lawit bene and febill, 
That they wot noght quhom to wyte. 


Gods word and lawis, the pepill misknawis 
Na credence hes the ſcripture, 


Quha the ſuith does infer, prieſts ſay they erre, 
Sic bene their buſie cure. 


Quha dois preſent the New Teſtament, 
Quhilk is our faith ſurely : 


Prieſts callis him like ane heretike, 
And ſayis, burnt fall he be. 
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This cryis on hie, the ſpiritualty, 
As nane them ſuld defy : 
But their illuſion and fals abuſion, 
The pepill dois now eſpy. 


Quhom ſuld we wyte of this diſpite, 
That hid fra us Gods law: 
But Prieſts and Clarkis, and their euil warks, 
Quhilk dois their God miſknaw. 


Their greit extortion, and plaine oppreſſion, 
Aſcends in the aire, 
Without God puncis their cruell vice, 
This warld ſall all forfair. 


The theif Judas did greit treſpas, 
That Chriſt for ſiluer ſald: 
But Preiſts will take, and his price make, 
For les be mony fald. 


With wrang abſolutions, and deceitful pardons, 
For lucre to them giuen : 
They blinde us now, and gars us trow, 
Sic will bring us till heuin. 


Gif eirdly pardons might be our ſaluations, 
Then Chriſt died in vaine: 


Gif geir might buy Gods greit mercy, 
Then {als is the ſcripture plaine, 


E 


Syne for our ſhore, he died therefore, 


And tholed paine for our mis: 
ls nane but he that may ſurely 
Bring us to heuins blis. 


. 
Un. 


Then be na way, ſee that ze pray, 


Io Peter, James nor Johne: 
Nor zit to Paull, to ſaue zour ſaull, 
For power haue they none, 


Saif Chriſt only that died on tree 


hne may baith lowſe and bind, 


In uthers mo gif ze traiſt ſo, 
On zow blawes cald the winde. 


Now ſee ze pray baith night and day, 
To Chriſt that bought us deir, 

For on the rude he ſhed his blude, 
To ſaif our ſaulls but weir. 


XIV. 100 


HAY now the day dallis, 
Now Chriſt on us callis, 
Now welth on our wallis, 
Appeiris anone: 

Now the word of God rings, 
Whilk is King of all Kings: 


Now Chriſtis flock ſings, 


The night is neere gone- 
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Wo be unto zou hypocrits, 
That on the Lord ſa loudly lies, 
And all to fill zour foull bellies, 
Ze are noght of Chriſts blude nor bones 
For ze preich your awin. dremis, 
And ſa the word of God blaſphemis, 
God wot ſa weill it ſeemis, 
The night is neere gone. 


Wo be to zou Phariſians, 
That rings like Capitans, 
And halds Chriſts men in many pains, 
Right careful is their mone: 
I traiſt to God ze fall deir buy it, 
Becauſe zour falſet now is ſpyit, 
And all Chriſten men fall cry it, 

The night is neere gone. 


Wo be to you Paip and Cardinall, 
I traiſt to God ye fall get ane fall 
With Monkis, Prieſts and Friers all, 
That traiſt noght in God alone: 
For all your greit pomp and pride, 
The word of God ye ſall not hide, 
Nor yet na mair till us be guide, 

The night is neere gone. 
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Ze gart us trow in ſtock and ſtone, 
That they wald help mony one, 

And noght till traiſt in God alone, 

I ſay ye lied euery one: 

I wot Sanct Peter, nor Sanct Paul, 
Nor yet na Sanct can ſave your ſaull, 
Thoght mony leiſings make mony braul. 
The night is neere gone. 


Ze ſerue to ſtricken be with rods, 
Becauſe of idols ye make Gods, 
For all your joukis and your nods, 
Zour harts is hard as any ſtone. 
Ze will not leif your hypocriſie, 
Bot your deſires is ay for to lie, 
And the feind away with you will ſlie, 

The night is neere gone. 


Ze begyled us with your hudis, 
Shawand your relikes and your rudis, 
To pluck fra us pure men our gudis: 
Ye ſhaw us the heid of Sanct John, 
With the arme of St. Sanct Geill, 

To rotten banes ye gart us kneill, 
And ſauit us from neck to heill, 
The night is neere gone. 
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Requiem æternam faſt they patter, 

Before the died with haly water, 

The lawit folks trowes the heuin will clatter, 

They ling with ſic devotioun, 

Ze ſay that ſaull ye ſall gar ſanct. 

Bot and the money were neuer ſo ſcant, 

Ane penny of your wage you will noght want, 
The night is neere gone. 


Syne to yow we mon offer 

Pounds and pennies furth of ane coffer, 

And lay it downe upon the aulter, 

For the deid of that one, 

Anime omnium ye will ſay, 

Syne caſt the corps in the clay, 

Then haue ye done all that ye may, 
Now the night is neere gonc. 


XV. of 


PRIEST s Chriſt belieue, 


And only traiſt into bis blude, 
And noght into your warkes gude, 


As plainly Paull can preeve. 


Prieſts learne to preich, 

And put away your ignorance, 
Praiſe only God, his word auance, 
And Chriſts pepill teich. 


1 


Prieſts cut your gowne, 
Zour nukit bonet put away, 
And cut your tippit into tway, 
Go preich from tov e to towne. 


S Prieſts take your ſtaffe 

And preich the Euangell on zour feit, 
And ſet on ſandells full meit, 

But caſt zour pantons of. 


Prieſts keep no gold, 
Siluer nor cunze in zour purs, 
Nor zit twa cotes with zou turs, 
Bot ſhoone to keep zou from cald. 


Prieſts thole to preich, 
Sen ze your ſelf can preich na thing, 
Or wee zour brawling downe fall bring: 
And na mair with zou fleech. 


Prieſts take na teind, 

Except the word of God ze ſhaw, 

| Thoght ze alledge zour uſe and law, 
It is noght as ye weind. 


Preiſts take na kyis, 
The umoſt claith ze fall quite claime, 
Fra ſax pure bairnes with their dame, 


A vengeance on zou cryis. 
D 2 
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Preiſts burne na ma. 

Of wrang delation ye may hyre, 
And fals witnes na mair inquire, 
And let abjuring go. 


Preiſts all and ſum 
Suld call ane counſell generall, 
And dres all things ſpirituall, 
But there they will noght cum. 


Preiſts read and write, 
And your falſe common lawes let bee, 
Where Papes contraire ſcripture lie, 
And contrair Doctoures write: 


Preiſts pryde zow nocht, 
What your counſels does conclude, 
Contrair the write and Chriſtes blude, 
The whilke ſo deir us bocht, 


Preiſts curſe no more, 
And not your heartes indure, 
Bot on your flockes take cure, 
Or God fall curs yow ſore, 


Preiſts leue your pryde, 
Your ſcarlat and your veluate ſoft, 
Your horſe and mules coſtly coft, 
And jack-men be your ſide, 
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Preiſts ſober bee, 
And fecht not nouther boiſt nor ſchoir, 
Miſreule the realme and court no more. 
And to your kirkes flee. 


Preiſtes mend your life, 


bs And leif your foull ſenſualitie, 
And vyld ſtinkand chaſtitie, 
And ilke ane take ane wife, 


Preiſtes pray no more, 


| To Sanct Anthone to ſaue your ſow, 


Nor to Sanct Bride to keipe your cow, 
That greiues God right ſore, 


Preiſtes worſhip God, 
And put away imagerie 
Your pardons and fraternitie, 
To hell the way and rod: 


Preiſtes ſell no meſſe, 
Bot miniſter that ſacrament, 
As Chriſt in the New Teſtament, 


Commandit yow expreſle ; 


Preiſtes put away, 
Your paintit fire of purgatorie, 
The ground of your idolatrie, 
It is neir domeſe-day, 
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Preiſtes change your tune, 
And ſing into your mother tung, 
Inglis pſames and zee impugne, 
Zee dyne afternoone. 


Preiſtes prief yow men, | 
And now defend your libertie, 
For France and for your dignitie, 
Zee brake the peace yee ken: 


1 Preiſtes now confeſſe, 

1 How yee ſo lang did us begyle, 
11 With many haly bellie wyle, 

Ti To line in idilneſſe, 


I now exhort, 
Your office to doe perfite, 
For I ſay nothing in diſpite, 
So God mot mee ſupport. 
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REMEMBER man, remember man, 
That I thy ſaull from Sathan wan: 

And hes done for thee what I can, 

Tho art full deir to mee, | 

Is, was, nor fall bee none, 

That may thee ſave but I allone, 

Onely therefore beleive mee on, 


And thow ſall neuer die. 
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Wolues, whom of my Euangeliſtes write, 
And Paull and Peter did of dite, 

Allace, haue zow deceiued quite, 

With falſe hypoeriſie. 

My New Teſtament plaine and gude, 

For whilke I ſhed my precious blude: 

. n They hald for hereſie. 


And hes ſet up their falſe doctrine 
For couetice inſteid of mine, 

With fire and ſword defendes it ſyne, 
Contrare my word and mee. 

The Antichriſt is cumit bot dout, 
And hes zow trapped round about, 


Foorth .of his girne therefore come out, 
Gif yee wald ſaued bee. 


His pilgrimage and purgatorie, 
His worſhiping of imagerie, 
His pardouns and fraternitie, 
With zeill and good intent: 
The quhilſperit ſinnes called their confeſſioun, 
With his Preiſtes mumblit abſolutioun, 
And many other falſe abuſioun, 
The Paip hes done invent. 


With meſſis ſauld bee Preiſt and Frier, 
For land and money wonder deir : : 
Whilke is the ground-ſtone of their queir, 


And rute of all their pryde, 
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His Pater - noſter bocht and ſauld, 
His numered Aueis and Pſalmes tald, 
Whilke my New Teſtament nor my Auld, 
On no wayes can abide. 


Their haly hag Matines faſt they patter, 
They giue zow breid and ſelles zow water, 
His curſinges on zow als they clatter, 
Thocht they can hurt zow not. 

Gif yee will giue them caip or bell, 
The cling thereof they will yow ſel, 
Suppoſe the ſaull ſuld goe to hell, 
They get nathing unbocht, 


They ſell yow als the Sacraments ſeuin 
They might haue made alsweill elleuin: 
Few, or mony, od or euin: 

Your purſes for to pyke. 
Wald they let bot twa uſit bee, 
Of Baptiſme and of my Bodie, 
As they were inſtitude be mee, 
Men wald them better like. 


Mariage is an bleſſed band, 
Whilke I gaue men in my command, 
To keepe, but they my word withſtand, 
Ane Sacrament it maid, | 
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Vnto the other Sacramentes fyue, 
Our Saluatioun they aſcryue, 

From my trew faith zow for to dryue, 
In vaine to make my deid. 


Their trifles all are made by men, 
Whilke my Goſpell did neuer ken, 
My Law and my Commandements Ten 
They hyd from mens eine: 


My New Teſtament they wald keepe downe, 
Quhilke ſuld bee preached from towne to towne, 


Cauſe it wald cut their lang tailit gowne, 
And ſhaw their lyue uncleine. 


And now they are with dolour pinde, 
And like to rage out of their minde, 
Becauſe from them wee are declinde, 
And will no leſings heir, 

Therefore they make ſo greit uproir, 
Contrare the ſtocke of Chriſtes ſtoir, 
Determit or they will giue it ouer, 
To fecht all into feir. 


Bot hald zou at my Teſtament faſt, 
And bee no quhite of them agaſt, 
For I fall bring downe at the laſt, 
Their pride and crueltie, 
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Then clcirly ſall my word bee ſhawne, 
And their falſet fall bee knawne, 
That they into all landes haue ſawne, 
Be their idolatrie. 


And ze ſall liue in reſt and peace, 

Inſtructed with my word of grace, 
For I the Antichriſt deface 
Sall, and true preachers ſend. 
Repent your ſinne with all your hert, 
And with true faith to mee conuert, 
And heuinlie glore ſall bee your part, 
Wich mee to bruke but end. 


Wee pray thee Chriſt Jeſus our Lord, 
Conforme our liues to thy word, 
That wee may liue with ane accord, 
In perfite charitie. 
And forgiue us our ſinfulneſſe, 
And cleith us with thy righteouſneſſe, 
Of thy fauour and gentilneſſe, 
Wee pray thee that ſo bee. 


XVII. 104 k 


THE PAIP that Pagane full of pryd, 
Hee hes us blinded lang: 
For where the blind the blind doe TY 
No wonder both goe wrang, 


E 
Of all iniquitie, 
Like Prince and King hee led the ring. | 
Hay trix, trim goe trix, under the greene-wod-tree; 


Bot his abomination, 
The Lord hes brocht to light, 


His Popiſh pride and threefald crowne, 
Almaiſt hes loſt their licht : 


His plake pardones, are bot lurdons, 
Of new found vanitie, 


Hay trix, trim goe trix, under, &c. 
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His Cardinalles hes cauſe to mourne, 
His Biſhops are borne a backe: 
His Abbots gat an uncouth turne, 
When ſhauellinges went to ſacke, 
With burges wifes they led their liues, 
And fare better than wee, 


Hay trix, trim goe trix, under, &c, 


His Carmelites and Jacobinis, 
His Dominikes had great adoe, 
His Cordeileir and Auguſtines, 
Sanct Francis of ordour to, 

The ſilly Friers mony yeiris, 
With babling bleerit our ee. 


Hay trix, trim, &c. 
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The ſiſters gray before this day, 
X Did crune within their Cloſter, 
They feeit ane Frier, their keyis to beir, 
. The feind reſſaue the foſter, 


Syne in the mirk, 5 1 vs * 
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Hay trix, trim, &c. 


The blind Biſhop he could not preich, 
For playing with the laſlis. 
The filly Frier behuifit to fleech 
For almous that he aſſis, 
The Curat his creid, he could not reid, 
Shame fall the company. 
Hay trix, trim, &c. 


The Biſhop wald not wed ane wife, 
The Abbot not perſeuane, 
Thinkand it was ane luſtie life, 
Ilk day to haue ane new ane, 
In euery place an uncouth face, 
His luſt to ſatisfie. 


Hay trix, trim, &c. 


+ Although this ſatyre be contained in a collection of Gude 
and Godly Ballates, yet there are ſome expreſſions in it, re- 
ſembling the ſtyle of prophaine fangs, 
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The Parſon wald nocht haue an hure 


But twa and they were bony, 


The Viccar thoght he was pure, 
Behuifit to haue as many, 
7 he * Prieſt, that brutall beiſt, 
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Hay trix, trim, &c. 


Of Scotland well, the Friers of Faill, 
The limmery lang hes laſtit, 
The Monks of Melros made gude kaill 
On Friday when they ns 


The filly Nunnis, “ * 
> 


BY * SO * * * 


Hay trix, trim, &c. 


Of late I ſaw thir limmers ſtand, 
Like mad men at miſchief, 
Thinkand to get the upper band, 
They luke after relief. 

Bot all in vaine, go tell them plaine, 
That day will neuer be. 
Hay trix, trim, &c. 


O Jeſu gif they thoght grit glee 
To ſee Gods word downe ſmorit. 
The congregation made to flee, 
Hypocriſie reſtorit. 
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With meſſis ſung, and bellis rung, 
To their idolatrie, 


Mary God thank yow, wee ſall gar brank you, 


Before that time trewly. 


XVIII. loo 


KNAW ye not God omnipotent, 
He create man and made him free, 
Quhill he brake his commandement, 
And eit of the forbidden tree, 

Had not that bleſſit bairne bene borne, 
Sin to redres, 

Lowries your liues had bene forlorne 
For all your MEs. 


Sen we were all to ſin made ſure, 

ThrowAdams inobedience, 

Saue Chriſt there was na creature 

Made facrifice for our offence, 

There is na Sanct may ſaif your ſaull, 
Fra the tranſgres: 

Suppoſe Sanct Peter and Sanct Paull, 
Had baith ſaid MEs. 


Knawing there is na Chriſt but ane 
Whilk rent was on the rude with rods, 
Why geue ye glore to ſtock and ſtane 
In worſhipping of other Gods ; 
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EThir idols that on altars ſtands, 

b Ar fenzeitnes : 

Ze gat not God amang your hands, 
Mumling your MEs. 


Y ON, 


And ſen na Sanct your ſaull may ſaif, 
Perchance ye will ſpeir at me than: 
How may the Paip thir pardons haif 
Wich power baith of beiſt and man, 
Throw nathing but ane fenzeit faith 
For halynes: 

Invented wayes get them graith, 

Like as the MES. 


Of mariage you made you quite, 
binking it thraldome to refraine : 
Vanting of wyfis is apyetite, 
[That courage might incres againe. 
They hony lips ye did perſew, 
Grew gall I ges: 
Thinking it was contrition trew, 
To dance ane MES. 


Gif God was made of bits of breid, 

Eit ye not owkely ſax or ſeuin, 

As it had beene ane mortall feid, 
Quhill ye had almaiſt heryit heuin, 
Als mony devils ye mon deuoure 

| Quhill hell grow les : 
Or doutles we dar noght reſtore 
Zow to your MES 
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Gif God be tranſubſtantiall, 
In breid with hoc eft corpus meum 5 
Why are ye ſa unnaturall, 
To take him in your teeth and fla him, 
Tripartit and deuided him 
At your dum drefle : 
But God knawes how ye gydit him, 
Mumling your MEs. 


Ze parted with dame poverty, 
Tuke property to be your wife, 
Fra charity and chaſtity 
With lechery ye led your life. 
That raiſit the mother of miſchief 
Zour greedineſſe: 
Belecuing ay to get relief 
For ſaying MES. R 


O wicked vaine Veneriens, 
Ze are noght Sancts, thogh ye ſeem haly, 
Proud poyſoned Epicuriens, 
Quhilk had na God but your awin belly. 
Beleeue ye lownes the Lord allowes 

Zour idleneſſe: 

Lang or the ſweet come ouer your browes 
For ſaying MES. 
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Had not your ſelf begun the weiris, 
Zour ſtepills had bene ſtandand zit, 
It was the flattering of your Friers, 
That euer gart SanQ Francis flit, 
Ze grew fa ſuperſtitious 
In wickedneſſe: 
It gart us grow malicious, 
Contrair your M Es. 


Your Biſhops are degenerate, 
Thoght they be mounted upon mules, 
With huredome cleene effeminate : 
And Fricrs oftimes preeuis fules, 

For Duſtifit and Bob at euin, 
Do fa increſſe, 
Hes driuen ſum of them to tein, 
For all their MES. 


Chriſt keep faithful Chriſtians 

From perverſt pride and Papiſtry: 

God grant them true intelligence 

Of his law, word and verity, 

God grant they may their life amend, 
Zyne bleſſe poſſeſſe: 

Throw faith in Chriſt all that depend, 
And noght on MEs. 
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Syn mes is nathing els to ſay, 

Bot ane wicked inuention, 

Without authority or ſtay 

| Of fcripture or foundation. 

Gif Kings wald mes to Rome hence driue, 
With haſtineſſe: 

Suld be the meane to have belyve 
An end of MEs. 
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A 
Gloſſary of Scotiſh Words. 


n and 
lmous alms 
ſſis aſks 


an excommunicate, curſe 
ane and lyre bone and liver 
laiting crying or ſinging, Q: bleats 


ing 

&eild refuge 

telyve preſently 

is hiſs, from heat 

ihop of Hely biſhop Eli, i. e. Eli the 

- prieſt 

leirit our eye made our eyes water /o as 
not to permit us to ſes 
clearly 

Bowne ready, equipped 


probably, / rangle. Brankls 
are the collars of draught 
horſes 

Iruke enjoy. 

Bur without 

leke hatch 

orps preſence maſſes at funerals, Ses 

p- 26. I. 1. 2. | 

rune to [peak in a murmuring 

| tone 

coin 

dawns 

death 


dear 


Daniſh 


drank 
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Died dead 
Zee dine afternoon probably, you are too Ia 
Dum dreſs , dumb ſhow | 
Duſtifit and bob at even revelry and fornication | 
Eirdly earthly 
Fais foes. 
Feeit hired 
Foid hatred 
Fleich flatter 
Flemit baniſhed 
Flit remove 
Forfair offend 
Gars makes 
Gedoe a mans name, probably 
8 ſome corruption R. 
Seir goods 
- Gin ſnare 


Heryit 
Hurklit 
Hure 
Hyre 
Jouck and bek 


Joukis 
Keild 


bound or coupled as hon! 


dally with a gagui. Fr. 


Fille de joie 
goods 
agree | 
cuckow, a bird having R 
one note ; Sh 
deſpoiled Si 
. burkle backed, crook baci Sl 
whore Sn 
hear Sp 


bow haſtily, alluding to Fr 
genufiexions in the ASt 


miſh church. St 
bows, genuflexions, v1 
killed 85 
cou i N 
lick up 85 


laity, low, humbled 


are Limmir 
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immiry Jeudue s 7 | 
a Lownes raſcali * © „ | 
WL owries „ erer > | 
1 urdans * Lord Danes, i. e. proud 
oppreſſora 
Mirk dark 
lote might 
Owkely weekly . 
W haris, pharitians _ Phariſees 
Peltrie paltry ſtuff, 
Werlevane For, purſue one 
inde pint. 
Plack | a ſmall copper coin 
//Kaknit reckoned, numbered 
Reik . ſmoke © : Y 
Reuth pity at 
Rings | . reigns.” 5 
r. Nod road | 
Rox rocks. ,* 
Rubbis us on the gall hurt us in 4 tend 
Ryve burſt | 
n schoir Bo aſling, men, 
Shape away cut 0 
Siſe uit, tryal, * . 
:c Sleuth ot 
Smore ſmothbr, ſmothered 
Speir enquirs 
o Sponk Min ; 
Ntoir . cattle, and hence riches 
Stray y ſtraw : 
Suith truth . | { 
Syld ſoiled | Bo 
Syne Pa thereafter | 
Syth „ atonement 2 
Tantonie bell St Anthony's bell, hung as | 
4110 - 0 "or the meck of animals 


4 4..." = Tein 


bs 
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